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A Tempting Menu! 


Did you ever stop to think that it is as important to 
have attractive, nutritious and palatable food for the 
mind as it is for the stomach? _Leslie’s each week 
will supply you with a tempting menu of mental 
food—fresh, timely, constructive, stimulating, enter- 
taining, informative—a well-balanced ration of read- 
ing that appeals to a wide variety of tastes. For 
instance, glance at the roster of 


Leslie’s for Seotember 3rd 


Here are some of the features of this issue: 


WHERE GREEK MEETS TURK—By Paxton Hibben, 
i.R.G.S, Special Correspondent of Leslie’s Weekly, 
with the Greek Army in the Near East. 

FROM PAVEMENTS TO PLOWSHARES—By Andrew 
S. Wing. 

ATHLETIC TRAINING—BRITISH vs. AMERICAN— 
By Hugh S. Fullerton. 

PILGRIMS’ PROGRESS—By Professor Albert Bushnell 
Hart, of Harvard University. 

DAREDEVIL OLIVER—By James Hopper. 

DO YOUR EYES HIDE STRANGE FORCES?—By Here- 
ward Carrington, Ph.D. 

THE LOTUS FLOWER—A fascinating short story by S. 
Gordon Gerwit. 

THE REAL LAND OF THE MERRY WIDOW—By 
Thomas S. Ryan. 

MORE GLOOM CHASERS—By Arthur H. Folwell, with 
Nature Studies by W. E. Hill. 

EDITORIALS YOU LIKE TO READ—PLENTY OF 
PICTURES YOU LIKE TO SEE—A CORKING 
COVER IN COLORS. 


Get Leslie’s Now and Every Week 
from your newsdealer 
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Drawn by GARNDER O. REA. 


The Wife—My DEAR, I’VE JUST BOUGHT THE LOVELIEST SET OF FURS 


FOR NEXT TO NOTHING... 


The Husband—My HEAVENS, MARY, YOU’RE NOT GOING OUT LIKE THAT, 


ARE YOU? 


Susie Sipley, the Soda Fiend 


A Sweet and Sirupy Satire, Sarsaparilla-Sad 


By Gevetr BurGEss 


Author of “The Purple Cow,” 


a Bromide?” Etc. 


HE day was so hot that several 
T flies were completely pros- 
trated on Broadway, and had 
been hurried off to Bellevue Hos- 
pital. On Fifth Avenue, about the 
great, splendid feet of the traffic 
cops, the asphalt bubbled feverishly ; 
and down their noble foreheads the 
honest sweat poured like the Bridle 
Veil Falls. 
It was so hot, in fact, that every 


decent woman in New York was 
wearing furs. 
Susie Sipley trotted beautifully 


along in her blue fox scarf. Without 
it, in August, she would have felt 
almost naked. And te be naked in 
August, and on Fifth Avenue, aft 
noonday—well, one hates to think of 
it. But yet she wasn’t so awfully 
bundled up, at that. Just above her 
knee one could occasionally catch 
sight of her emerald leg-bracelet—— 
just often enough to realize, for in- 
stance, that it wasn’t really an emer- 
ald, after all. Only green sealing 
wax. It was melting a little, but 
then it was the best sealing wax. 
Susie loathed anything cheap. 

And yet, hot as she was, Susie 
wasn’t happy. It was two blocks— 
two long, rectangular blocks—to the 
nearest drug store, and she had had 


“Goops and How to Be Them,” “Are You 
only fourteen sodas, so far, this 
morning. It seemed as if she could 


hardly wait to get a goo-goo sundae. 
That last strawberry-mucilage had 
been unsatisfactory; the clerk had 
put too much limberger in it. A 
pineapple paste would have stayed 
with her better. 

Hot! Hot! How hot it was! It 
seemed as if she were ploughing 
her way through a mass of perfervid 


caramels. Would she never’ get 
there? Susie began to run. Her 
silk stockings began to run also. So, 


too, the color of her Siamese sash. 

But thank God, at last she was 
there. Desperately she climbed a 
lofty stool, and leaned her nude, dim- 
pled elbows on a marble counter, 
sweetly-sticky. 

“Three vanilla perfections!” she 
demanded in a weak citron voice, 
“and be sure you don’t put in too 
much caviare!” 

Why was it, she wondered, as she 
gulped them down, that fat women 
always took something rich made of 


chocolate, with whipped cream on 
top? Why did the old maids always 
order vinegar phosphates? Susie 


frequently mistook causes for effects. 
It- was three blocks to the next 
oasis on Broadway. How she ever 
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made that terrible journey, Susie 
never knew. She had only a vague 
memory of an appetite that scratched 
at her tummy like a playful cat. A 
parched throat, as if she had been 
eating alum. <A_ dogged craw! 
through the torrid canon of Broad- 
way men without coats 
women without even rouge . . and 
then, oh joy!—a broad show window 
full of books and bead bags and sta- 
tionery and underwear. Dazed 
though she was, she knew it must be 
a drug store . 

“Three huckleberry flips—quick!” 
And Susie was saved for another ten 
minutes of that horrible day. 

But—even as she churned up her 
drinks with a long brass spoon and 
began to inhale the first voluminous 
swallows through a paper straw, 
Susie turned pale. 

There, looking mournfully — in 
through the window, greasing a hole 
on the glass with his nose, was a crop 
of too-familiar whiskers. Her 
father! And above the slippery visor 
of his blue cap were the awful words, 
“Thunderbolt Building!” Susie tried 
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“You’D BETTER THROW ME BACK, YOUNG MAN,—I’M OUT OF SEASON!” 


to fly, but she was a poor aviatrice. 
She only fell off the stool. 

“Susie! My little girl!” A weepy 
old man hung over her. “I’ve found 
you at last, after all these years! But 
to think that I should find you in such 
a place—a soda drunkard!” 

“Oh, just one more!” begged Susie. 


“One more won't do me any 
harm. I can always take it or leave 
it alone.” 


“No, Susie,” he answered stern- 
fully, “not a drop more—ever! It’s 
the wicked city life has brought you 
to this.” Sadly he looked at her hose, 
her furs, her bobbed hair. “What- 
ever would your mother have said, I 
wonder, to see you out like this, with- 
out even your hairpims on? No, 
you’re going back with’ me to the 
farm. There, amidst the dear old, 
simple mosquitoes, and the feather 
beds and the open-faced fresh air, 
while you are milking the corn and 
hoeing the cows, you will forget the 
temptations of the great metropolis. 
Thank God, it’s not yet too hot to 
save you! Come with me!” 

* * * * * * 

Wonderingly, Susie entered the ex- 
press elevator of the Thunderbolt 
Building; and, with her father at the 
helm, almost as if it were their pri- 
vate car, they shot up to the 44th 
floor. From there a short flight of 
stairs led up to the roof. At the 
sight of it, Susie broke completely 
down and wept. 

Why, it was the old farm, after all! 
The little cabin was just like the one 
where she had been borned and 
broken most of the windows. There 
was the cornfield, where she used to 
stub her toes. True, the corn was 
now set out in pots, but the rows 
were just as crooked. And why, 
there was the old cow Bossie, chew- 
ing gum as usual, and grazing in a 
field of clover over four feet square! 


There was the fragrant pig pen—the 
grindstone she used to ride—the well 
where she had once lost her temper- 
sunflowers, too—and the same dear 
old pile of tin cans on the ash heap! 
Home! Home again! And _ yet, 
somehow, she felt, all the while, that 
she was still on top of the Thunder- 
bolt Building! 

And so indeed she was. Her father 
had been a theatre usher once, and 
from the sale of the diamond rings, 
gold mesh bags and stray hundred 
dollar bills he had found under seats, 
he had amassed sufficient fortune to 
lease this happy roof and transplant 
the homestead at Pudding Centre. 
Here he had lived, while in the tele- 
phone directory he had sought his 
pretty wayward daughter who had 
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“An, Goop MorNING! I REPRESENT THE UP-AND-AT-EM REAL 








run away to the city to study flirta- 
tion. 
_ 7 * * a. . 

For some time Susie was happy. 
In her old calico dress and sunbonnet, 
her hair growing longer every five 
minutes, che did her chores as in the 
old, uncomfortable days. Barefooted, 
she walked the old familiar paths. 
Somehow, they didn’t seem to be so 
long as they used, and there was more 
broken glass and carpet tacks. She 
fed the pig, she watered the stock, 
she pulled weeds, once more an inno- 
cent but foolish country girl. And the 
time came when she could hardly 
remember her reckless city life. 
Looking over the parapet down at the 
electric lights and policemen, she 
wondered how she could ever have 
gone wrong. 

At times, of course, came the old 
craving for excitement, for husbands, 
for manicures—and for a drink! But 
she knew her danger, now, and one 
long swig of her father’s hard cider 
on the shelf would restore her sanity, 
her contentment with simple, honest 
country life, and she would forget 
the sodas and sundaes which had 
brought her shame. Up with the 
English sparrows and to bed with the 
pigeons on the roof, Susie, with her 
dear old father, was as happy as the 
hole in a doughnut. 

But into every Paradise crawls the 
serpent: there is a villain with a 
small moustache in even the best 
magazine stories. One day, as Susie 
was piling the new-mown hay into 
a waste basket, a man appeared on 
the roof, Handsome as a soda-jerker, 
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TION. CAN I INTEREST YOU IN ACREAGE BEFORE WE LAND—?” 


4 






































Drawn by JOHN CONACHER 


Angler—On, WILLIAM! 
MISSIVE IN IT. 


PULL OVER TOWARDS THAT BOTTLE. 


THERE MIGHT BE--YOL 


Boatman—NO SUCH LUCK, SIR; NOT A TASTE, NOT TH’ SMELL 0’ ONE! 


he was, well-combed and 
healthy. 

He was, as he explained with a 
pencilled diagram on the back of an 
old envelope, the owner of the Thun- 
derbolt Building. The two soon be- 
came friends. Why not? Wasn’t he 
rich and she beautiful? It was the 
old, old story; old, but always new 
and fresh—sometimes too fresh. 

“Hot day, isn’t it?” How simply 


young, 


romance begins! At first you 
can hardly tell it from an Ibsen 
tragedy. 


“I say,” he went on, “I have a 
bottle of ginger pop here. Have 
some?” And he drew from his hip 
pocket a flask of the good old—oh, 
how Susie’s heart kicked! 

Yet for a while she refused, strug- 
gling with all the strength of her 
new-laid resolve against temptation. 
Susie wanted to be good and pure— 
but then, one little drink wouldn’t 
hurt, would it, especially when it was 
so warm? If there had been ice in 
it, now, of course that would be dif- 
ferent. Or a lemon—Susie felt then 
that it would have been really wicked. 


But—ginger pop! And the old mad- 
ness came over her—the silk stock- 
ings, the summer furs, the lip stick, 
the $18 suede shoes, the one-step— 
and all the other deviltries they know 
so little about in Southern Missouri. 
Ginger pop! And Susie fell... . 
* *% * * * % 

Once inside his limousine, and 
Susie was again a New Yorker, even 
in her old calico dress. A man to 
call out the very worst in her nature, 
he was, and yet she was going to 
marry him. But now, with the taste 
of that ginger pop in her back teeth, 
she would have married anyone who 
would satisfy the cravings of her re- 
awakened appetite. Degraded by a 
short stop at the first drug store for 
a lemon teaser, her conscience still 
further blunted a little further on by 
a marshmallow mess, Susie Sipley 
was now lost to all shame. Just one 
of a million pretty girls, she was, 
addicts to the drugstore habit. You 
can’t cure them. 

“Darling,” said Susie, after they 
were married, “there’s only one thing 
more I want to be lusciously happy.” 
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NEVER CAN TELL, YOU KNOW 


THERE MIGHT BF A 


“What is it, sweetie?—a root beer 
swizzle, or a banana hash?” 

“T want you,” she said, “to throw 
that darned old cow off the roof of 
the Thunderbolt Building, and then 
fire my father. I’m going to fit up 
the place as a roof garden, with four- 
teen soda fountains!” 


In Perspective 
By MINNA IRVING 


ws not the charming summer girl 
That thrills him with delight, 

Nor does it trouble him at all 
That money now is tight. 

He dons his oldest coat and cap 
And takes a can of bait, 

And casts his line and in the boat 
He sits, content to wait. 


He ambles home at sundown with 
A solitary prize 

Reposing in the basket, lo! 
A bass of modest size. 

But after it is fried and served 
And but a memory glowing, 
For years to come that little bass 
Behold! will keep on growing. 
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To a Complete Letter- 
Writer 


By THOMSON BuURTIS 


PrAIR maiden, I’ve wandered about 
here and there a bit, 
Meeting with damsels of beauty 
quite rare, 
All of them surely had more than 
their share of it— 
Some of them crooked, but most of 
them square. 
Lots of them fled me and some tried 
to capture me, 
(All of the latter nearsighted or 
dumb) 
One had the power (perhaps) to en- 
rapture me, 
For a moment I thought that my 
true love had come. 


On these adventures I throve tempor- 
arily, 
Caring but little and laughing the 
while, 
Finding that when I was dropped 
arbitrarily, 
I could live on without losing my 
smile. 


And now I am caught in a snare in- 
tellectual 
That’s new and delightful—re- 
freshing to me, 
To be caught by a maiden with pen 
so effectual 
Lightens drab life with a 
piquancy. 


rare 


How little I dreamed that a - 
midsummer day’d be 
Marked by my downfall 
with ink and a stamp! 
And now may the gods who’ve 
so kindly remembered me 
Preserve you forever— 
from digital cramp. 


High-Powered 
By Victor DAVIES 


OU know they have the 
real stuff out there at 
Oscawana. 

Were you out there for the 
races the other Sunday? Well, 
I hiked over to Abele’s, there, 
instead of going to the Lake 











NO MAM! 1 WILL NOT 
WASH THE DISHES 


Drawn by C. W. KAHLES. 


House and on the way back across 
the neck of woods, I heard some low 
muttering. 

“Holy Mackerel, some kick!” in 
sotto voce. 

Then considerable rattling, and a 
loud grunt. “There! One wallop, 
and it set me on my ear.” 

“It’s got the kick of an army 
mule!” 

Cautiously, I crept closer to get a 
better look-in. But they must have 
been clever. I could see nothing. 

I could swear that I heard a bottle 
clink. 

“Talk about raisins and yeast, it’s 
got nothing on this!” 

My mouth was like parchment, and 
I sprang out before them. There 


My | 
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WHEN YOU GET BACK HOME: THE RECEPTION COMMITTEE. 
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“THE ENERGY OF THE ATOM.” 


they stood, looking half-ashamed, be- 
fore a Ford. 

I dropped to my knees, beseech- 
ingly. 

“Save me! Tell me the recipe!” 

“Oh, Lordy!” they shouted, rais- 
ing their hands simultaneously in 
horror. 

“Tell me, for charity, or gold!” 

They both registered deep despair, 
the smaller one piped out: “There’s 
no recipe for this.” 

“No?” I begged, agonizingly. 

“No! We was just trying to start 
this second-hand flivver of his’n.” 

I don’t remember anything else 
until I came to in the boathouse, and 
then they told me that I had refused 
to take a swig from an offered flask. 

I promptly fainted again! 


The First Strike 


HE Prodigal Son spent all 
his money in riotous liv- 

ing; then when he came home 
his father ran, fell on his 
neck, kissed him, gave him 
the best robe, a ring for his 
finger, and shoes for his feet, 
and killed the fatted calf. 

When the elder son came 
from the fields and heard the 
music and dancing he re- 
fused to go in. 

And that is where the 
strike idea originated. 


Double Dealing 
Two persons are cheated 
when one accepts a bribe. 
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Pity the Paper-Clip 


By FAIRFAX D. DOWNEY 


LEFT the factory where I was 

born in company with ninety- 

nine brothers. Our motto was, 
“Hold fast.” 

First of all, I slipped together the 
pages of a schoolboy’s theme. The 
teacher read it and handed it back 
to the boy. “This lacks unity and co- 
herence,” she said. It was my first 
failure. The teach- 
er used me to fas- 
ten to her report a 
request for an in- 
crease in pay. Poor 
girl, she needed it! 
But one of the 
school-board mem- 
bers wrote back that such a step 
was not then consistent with the 
board’s policies. I had not made good. 

The school-board member, who was 
a lawyer, collected the sheets of a 
bulky brief by my aid. He lost the 
case. 

It next became my duty to clasp a 
rejection slip to a returned manu- 
‘eript. The young author upbraided 
me bitterly. The editor immediately 
dispatched me in charge of a cor- 
rected copy of an income tax 
return. I was sent back to the editor, 
with a letter which read: “You have 
made an error. You owe $21.87 more.” 

I next drifted into the hands of a 
little blond stenographer. She seized 
me, unbent me and shaped me into a 
hairpin. At last I was successful! 

But, alas! it is plain | was born 
under a malign star. I just heard 
her say she was going to bob it! 
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Not Long Ago 

By GEORGE BANCROFT DUREN 

N OT long ago, 
Five years or so, 

I had a fierce antipathy 
For Dresden china girls—to me 
They were but senseless, painted 

things 
Whose life blood was engagement 

rings. 


Not long ago, 

Five years or so, 

I scorned the strong athletic jane, 
Whose antics only gave me pain, 

I loathed her muscle and her brawn, 
And passed her by with stifled yawn. 


Not long ago, 

Five years or so, 

I simply hated and abhorred 

The learned girl—I was so bored 
At conversations that she brewed 
That my replies were often rude. 


Not long ago, 

Five years or so, 

I acted thus in ignorance; 

For now for just one single glance 

From those who once I treated so, 

I'd squander all my hard-earned 
dough. 

But now it’s they who pass me by: 

I am an atom in their eye, 

The laugh’s on me, I get the air, 

Since age has robbed me of my hair. 


Surgery a la Mode 


By HERMAN POMERANZ 


AY dawned. Clare arose from 
the rack of her bed, and watched 
the horizon flash crimson. 

The stillness of the room was 
broken only by her husband’s ster- 
torous breathing. 

The woman was in the throes of a 
grim resolve. The idea had obsessed 
her for months. It was with her in 
the leaden hours of the night; it 
stalked with her even to the festive 
board. 

The day of days 
finally arrived. 

She dressed si- 
lently in profound 
agitation, and 
slowly left the 
house unseen. 

As she walked, she began the dol- 
orous probing of her soul—*What 
would her husband think and say?” 

Heavens! The fury that would be 
his, when he had discovered all! 

Ah! how her mind went back to 
the day in the copse, at dusk, with 
Gilbert. Her bare feet were in the 
lake—‘“‘fit for Phidias’ mallet”—and 
her hair—‘Melisande’s’”—he had 
said—‘streaming in the wind!” 

Now she walked more rapidly, her 
heart beating a wild tattoo against 
her ribs as she approached the brown 
house so big, so silent; a fitting scene 
for so strange a rendezvous. 

The door was opened. 

She glided in. 

‘Two hours elapsed. 

Then Clare came out. 

Her hair was bobbed! 
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Hair vs. Efficiency 
By SOPHIE E. REDFORD 


HY all this fuss about hair? Is 

the business world held in its 

obit by capillary attraction? One 

would think so to hear all this racket 
about bobbed hair. 

An employer may have a cranium 
which is flat, barren, as sterile as the 
Sahara, or it may stand smooth and 
shining, dome-like, as does a Matter- 
horn, with only some wayward wart 
upon its summit like a golf ball poised 
for the putting. The employee must 
look at it with loyal respect and be 
serious minded at its approach. 

Or he may be- 
long to an equal- 
ly disconcerting 
species, where a 
man parts his hair 
longitudinally on a 
given _ meridian 
somewhere in the 
antipodes, which 
wavers like an iso- 





thermal line, crosses the equator and 
reappers on a desolate waste near the 
north pole, as it were, with here and 
there a scraggy hermit growth to- 
ward the occident, not unlike the last 
effort of vegetation just below the 
timber line on Pike’s Peak. 

Then there is the aura-style, the 
halo-like mode, which is oftenest of 
pale, leonine tints, reminding one of 
an unused racecourse that had 
grown up to thistles and rag weeds, 
in an irregular sort of perimeter. 
This sort of hair lowers the average 
of service, affecting also greatly the 
office morale. 

There’s the man with a wig. It is 
of course, his business, but the en- 
tire question of hair being imperti- 
nent, but momentous, indulgence is 
craved in behalf of the comptometer 
operator, for with her trained math- 
ematical mind she cannot help a cer- 
tain abstraction when she sees a head 
of this kind. Nor can she help spec- 
ulating if, as the good book says, the 
hairs of our heads are numbered, 


how the Lord of Creation can keep 
tab on wigs. We grant that the same 
problem has confronted the record 
ing angel more than once in the mat 
ter of transformations, rats, detach- 
al e curls and the like, of my lady's 
co.fure; but the “tired business 
man” must leave that to the de- 
partment of the universe to which it 
has been assigned, as his employee 
has had to do in regard to him. 
There’s a type of Big Boss who 
calls a girl to his desk, runs his 
hands through his magnificent fore- 
lock and eyeing her from beneath 
shaggy eyebrows, scares the poor 
child half to death by that first stac- 
cato, “What ’xper’nce have you 
had? ! ! !” Wom- 
an has been forced 
to adopt freakish 
fads to give the 
majesty of big bus-, 
iness a_ counter- 
blow, maintaining 
her equilibrium by 
(Cont’d on p. 33.) 
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Henn—I THINK MY WIFE’S MIND MUST BE BREAKING UP. 


Peck—-How COME? 


Henn—BECAUSE SHE IS ALWAYS GIVING ME A PIECE OF IT. 


Pity the Poor Cyclist 
By ARTHUR L. SALMON 


soryUs charge against you,” said 
the magistrate, 
“Is that of walking at a furious rate. 


“We must protect our public, if we 
can, 
Against the reckless, wild pedestrian. 


“Our autos should be free to go at 
ease 

Without the risk of such mishaps as 
these. 


“Complainant further states that he 
was splashed 

With blood and mire when into him 
you dashed. 


“His car was really in a sorry plight; 
It took him quite an hour to put it 
right.” 


“But, sir,” the prisoner began to 
state, 

“He took the corner at a lightning 
rate. 


“And, as this worthy constable will 
tell, 

Before I crossed the street I rang 
my bell.” 


“A poor excuse,” exclaimed the 
justice sour; 
“Your pace, I hear, was quite four 


miles an hour. 


“And further; witness proves beyond 
a doubt, 

That at the time your lamp was 
nearly out.” 


Relatively Speaking 


By KATHERINE NEGLEY 


\ LECTURER read ten lines of the 
vi Theory of Relativity and went 
to and fro over the country explain- 
ing it. No one understood what it 
was all about, but his audiences 
voted the lecturer a great man with a 
wonderful mind. 

An author dic not go into the 


Theory but he 
wrote a love story 
all the way 
around it and it 
was a best-seller. 

Another writer 
compiled a_ dic- 
tionary, a thesau- 
rus, and a book 
of synonyms from 
the hard words in 
it; and a profes- 
sor of languages 
translated it into 
twelve different 
languages during 
his summer vacation. 

A musician set it to jazz music. 
It made a wonderful two step. 

An artist had a picture named 
“Twilight” that he could not sell. 
He re-named it “The Epstein 
Theory” and he became famous over 
night. 

A scenario writer made it into a 
scenario with the multiplication table 
as an introduction. 
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A sculptor made a bust of Ein- 
stein; also of the lecturer, the artist, 
the musician and the writers. 

And all the world wondered. 


Simple Nature 
By R. I. MEHAN 


"(THEN he recalled that to-night was 

one of her anniversaries. It 
must be observed in some fashion. 
He spoke nonchaiantly, as if he had 
known it all along. 

“Suppose we go to the movie to- 
night to celebrate, dear.” 

“Thank you for remembering. 
What’s on?” 

“Nothing much, I guess. It’s one 
of those pictures with most of the 
scenes laid on the beach.” 


Anthropological Research 
T-Bone Tommy—Men are like 
steaks. The tender ones are rare, 
while the tough ones are— 
“Dogs!” retorted Hamburger Liz. 
knifing a bun. 
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“Say, MISTER! THAT WAS A CANADIAN QUARTER YOU GAVE ME FOR THAT FISH!” 
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Near-Sighted Puritan 


KNEW IT! I JEST SAYS TO MYSELF, 
“A GIRL THAT'LL DRESS LIKE THAT 


WILL SMOKE CIGARETTES.” 


A Barnyard Epic 


By F.S. 


7 HE rooster crew 


might 


Because he’d just been in a fight, 
And all but he were slain. 


| The hen minced by and cackled low, 
For was he not her bestest beau 
This victor of the fray? 
With heads cocked high up in the air, 
They strutted round the farmyard 


fair, 
And lorded over all. 


shows, 








I 


with 


Until one fine, warm day was seen 
A farmer lad with ax so keen, 
Approaching on the scene. 
“This pair of fowls so large and fine 
Is what we need on which to dine 
This coming Sabbath day.” 


So with his ax he chopped until, 
The proud rooster and hen were still, 
Upon the soil so brown. 

Thus ends my tale of pride which 


That e’en poor chickens do not know 
Which way the ax will fall. 
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The Flappers’ Error 


By HERBERT HOOSE 


his A POWERFUL, attractive, scarlet 


. motor car was standing beside 
the curb at a beach resort. Two over- 
dressed young men were leaning 


carelessly on the wall beside it. 


ee | 





Drawn by CLIFTON MEEK. 


“DID YOU LIVE WITHIN YOUR INCOME IN 
YOUR PROSPEROUS DAYS?” 
“NO, LADY, I'VE LIVED WITHOUT IT.” 
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The people promenading on the 
walk, all stopped to admire the car. 
Two giggling flappers swung past 
staring insidiously to either side of 
them. They were captured by the 
beauty of the big machine. 

“Like to take a ride, girls?” 
queried one of the young men who 
had been resting on the wall. 

They both nodded in the affirma- 
tive, and proceeded at once to climb 
into the monstrous automobile. 

“Here—here! Where are you go- 
ing? This is my car,” shouted the 
young man, pointing to a dinky little 
thing that was parked in the rear 
of the big one, and that comes f. o. b. 
from Detroit. 

“Hard luck,” 
tumbling out. 

“Wrong vamp, honey,” laughed the 
other, following suit, and to the wait- 
ing owner of Elizabeth, they both 
shouted: “Nothing doing”! 


said one giggler, 


Maybe So 
“The old dramatists used to kill 
off everybody, but we can’t now. It 
wouldn’t be a happy ending.” 
“Oh, I don’t know. Try it. 
of people would be pleased.” 


Plenty 








Capitol 


ident of these more or less 

Prohibitionary States of Amer- 
ica, one must have been a poor, bare- 
foot lad. Whether one’s party politics 
were Republican, Democratic, So- 
cialistic or merely Optimistic (the 
largest political party of them all), 
one must at least have been demo- 
cratic in spirit. In those good old 
days of Democracy, when Uncle Sam 
was but a big, awkward, growing boy, 
there was much rough work to be 
done. We often marvel at the 
strength of those rugged men whose 
duties kept them so busy that they 
hadn’t time to change their clothing 
nine or ten times a day but went 
about from morning till night in silk 
hats and bits of shoestring tied about 
their collars. 

However, that is all changed now. 
Our present concern in convention 
is to make sure that each succeeding 
president shall be able to wear his 
clothing with distinction, stand the 
daily round of social obligations and 
possess the savoir faire to politely 
represent us. As for his official du- 
ties, there is always the Senate. 

Well, then, Mr. Harding, having 
established himself as a man en- 
dowed with the necessary endurance 
for social intercourse, and the long- 
suffering for physical torture, was 
maligned by his opponents and 
elected by a bewildered people. 

His first (and practically his last) 
official act was his Inauguration. 
This, however, was not a very heavy 
task in that it entailed no greater 
labor than sitting in on an auto- 
mobile parade, hat in hand, ticking 
off a smile to the second and read- 
ing his Inaugural Address (a prom- 
issory note) prepared with the help of 
the leaders of his party. 

From this moment on, the Presi- 
dent must realize that no matter how 
alert he may be, he is going to be 
promptly from six to seven hours 
behind his schedule; his smile so in- 
grown as to hurt him ¢rank it up in 
the morning; his right hand so worn 
at the end of each handshaking con- 
test that at the end of four years he 
is going to crawl into a mummy case 
for a year’s rest. 

Mr. Harding must show no aver- 
sion from the camera fiends (to date 
he has shown considerable talent in 
assuaging them) but must with good 
grace and hearty co-operation allow 
himself to be shot at four to the sec- 
ond, smiling, always smiling. 

He must be able to pick up the 


T IME was, when, to become Pres- 


Some Harding-Dong Persiflage 
By Georce MITCHELL 


Sunday rotogravure sections of our 
newsy little republic and recognize 
himself welcoming bands of Fiji Is- 
landers, Central American bandits, 
Irish presidents, Russian bomb-eat- 
ers, without a single x mark to indi- 
cate which is he—smiling, eternally 
smiling. 











Drawn by R. B. FULLER. 
JUST BEFORE YOU WAKE UP IN BED. 
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Punishment 


He must be able to rise from the 
writing of an Historical Analysis of 
the American People to crack a bottle 
of grape juice upon the indignant 
nose of a battleship whose ancestors 
were christened in wetter days, or to 
join a band of merry children on the 
White House lawn in an egg-rolling 
debauch. 

He must, at the opening of the 
baseball season, throw the first ball 
and he must do this in the eyes of 
thirty thousand critics who are more 
jealous of their National Game than 
they are of their National Leader. 

Whether he like it or not, he must 
play golf and be photographed so 
doing. It is also an executive duty as 
imperative as a message to Congress 
that at least once a month he must 
make a tour of the country to de- 
liver from the observation platform 
speech upon speech, until his official 
physician comes to his relief with 
the announcement that he has tonsil- 
litis or fallen arches. 

When the Senate so orders, he 
must be willing to visit European 
countries or engage in hunting ex- 
peditions that will take him out of 
the country until his opponents have 
all but brought about his impeach. 
ment. 

He must encourage all mothers to 
larger families by the offering of 
prizes, autographed photographs and 
other bric-a-brac. 

He must gallantly submit to the 
naming for him of cigars, bathing- 
caps and children, black, white and 
variegated. 

We possess a well-founded belief 
that Mr. Harding didn’t vote for Mr. 
Cox at the recent Presidential Elec- 
tion but we are willing to wager an 
American dollar against a German 
pfennig that before his term of of- 
fice is over he’ll wish he had. 


To Nicotine 
By C. J. MAHONEY 


H, Nicotine! In gaseous form, 
In rings and filaments of blue, 
From rare cheroot or briar-born, 
The poet sings his lay of you. 


’Tis not by cloudlets, airy thin, 
My fealty I fain would show, 

But by the tokens on my chin 
From maxillary overflow. 


No sacrificial vapors rise 
As smokelessly I honor you, 

But by devotions molarwise 
Eschewing smoke, I choose to chew. 
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Amonc Tuosrt PLEASANtT—OvurR PRESIDENT 


(TO DATE HE HAS SHOWN CONSIDERABLE TALENT IN ASSUAGING 


“Mr. HARDING MUST SHOW NO AVERSION FROM THE CAMERA FIENDS 
SHOT AT FOUR TO THE SECOND, SMILING.’ 


THEM), BUT MUST WITH GOOD GRACE AND HEARTY CO-OPERATION ALLOW HIMSELF TO BE 
(See article on preceding page.) 
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Elizabeth, I Don’t Under- 
stand You! 
By MARK L. DRAKE 


DeXt think I’m finding fault with 
her, 
She is my dear old pal; 

1 love her when she’s all laid up, 
Or when she’s running well. 


Sometimes she starts to cough and 
sneeze; 
This, evil does forbode; 
| hurry her to Doctor Quack, 
Les’ she die on the road. 


i say, “Dear Doc, now can you tell 
What ails poor ’Lizabeth? 

She has a strange internal sound, 
And oh, just smell her breath!” 


| find the doctors disagree 
As to what’s ailing her. 
Though all agree, if she were well, 
She’d have a gentle purr. 


One says, “You'll find the trouble is 
Beneath her rat’ling hood. 

A dose of Johnson’s physic sure 
Would do a world of good.” 


Another says, “If you will part 
With twenty bucks or more, 

We'll operate upon her then, 
Just sort of to explore.” 


They tell me every gear and joint 
Is broken, worn, or lost, 

And they can make her good as new, 
If I can pay the cost. 
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And when they have her all apart 
From crank to rear-end gear, 
They whisper, “How she ran at all 

Is very, very queer.” 


And when I get poor Lizzy back, 
I find my bill is double; 

And when I go out for a spin, 
She has the same old trouble. 


But, oh, I’m sick, and sad, and blue, 
And mad, and everything! 

I find I could have fixed her with 
A ten-cent timer spring. 


Page a Specialist for Pa 
By HELEN HYSELL 


H® could not understand why his 
daughter was not popular with 
young men. 

His daughter had been expensively 
educated. She could play excerpts 
from the classics and her jazz was 
full of zip. She could coax a steak 
to the proper shade’of tenderness 
and her desserts were perfect. 

Her conversation was intelligent; 
she could discuss economics, base- 
ball and love-lyrics. She had a‘ clever 
gift at repartee and there were mo- 
ments when she was wise enough to 
be silent. 

Her clothes were in good taste, she 
was perfectly proportioned, she was 
schooled in, manners. Spiritually, 
she was broad-minded and clear- 
headed. 

He could not understand why his 
daughter was not popular with young 
men. ... 

When 


satisfactory suitors ap- 





peared at his home, he always spent 
the evening with his daughter and 
her visitors, trying to make himself 
agreeable. He never so much as 
nodded in his comfortable chair. 
And he could not understand, could 
never understand—why his daughter 
was not popular with young men. 


Egg View News-Notes 
By LESLIE VAN EVERY 
‘THE Woman’s Social Elite Club 
held a smoker at the home of 
Miss EFdgin, Wednesday 
night. 


Phrony 


Truman Bilge’s mule attended an 
illustrated lecture on “Co-operation 
and Harmony,” delivered by Truman 
in his back yard Monday. The illus- 
trations were furnished by a long, 
slim club. 


Having his mind on some recollec- 
tions yesterday, Plato Prouty asked 
Sherm Spoor if he ever stopped and 
looked back; but Plato didn’t get any 
further with his question, because 
Sherm, who must of been thinking 
about short skirts and things, an- 
swered Plato short off by saying that 
he didn’t if his wife was along. 


Higher Mathematics 
Teacher—Don’t you know that 
when you take something away from 
something, less will remain? 
Infant Einstein—How about the 
two ends of a stick? Cut ’em both 
off and it still has two ends left. 
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A RADICAL IDYLL: THe “LITTLE RED” SCHOOLHOUBE. 
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“THE PASTOR WHO WORKS TO BEAT THE BAND UPON THE SABBATH MORN,” 


The Day of Rest 


unbroken and serene; the tools 

of labor laid away, the smoke of 
mills unseen. A lot of us uplifting 
guys are striving to that end; all 
moralists will find it wise our plat- 
form to defend. 

It is a grand and noble cause for 
which we toil, by jing; we clamor 
for a lot of laws forbidding every- 
thing. The Sabbath must be shorn 
of noise, and be as still as death, and 
we will pinch all giddy boys who talk 
above their breath. 

I’m shedding teardrops, ten or 
eight, they fall upon my breast, I see 
so many desecrate the sacred day of 
rest. I see a thousand people go, on 
Sunday, to the kirk; they make the 
trip, though they must know their 
pilgrimage is work. And work is a 
forbidden thing upon the Sabbath 
day, and it is wrong to preach or 
sing, yet it is done for pay. 

The pastor works to beat the band 
upon the Sabbath morn, directing to 
the happy land the sinful and for- 
lorn. He earns his money on the 
day when it is wrong to toil, and yet 


i & like to see the Sabbath Day 


By Wart Mason 


Illustration by RALPH BARTON 


denounces every jay who'd burn 
some gas and oil. A bad example 
parsons set, when they let week days 
slide, and then on Sunday toil and 
sweat and will not be denied. 

And there are deacons most de- 
vout who pass around the plate, in- 
viting us to pony out the hard- 
earned piece-of-eight. It isn’t right 
to toil for gain upon the sacred day; 
the Sabbath should be safe and sane, 
with plunder far away. Why don’t 
the deacons pass the hat on week- 
days? It were best; the Sabbath is 
no time for that; it is the day of 
rest. Oh, all our lives we’re digging 
up, we sinful, mortal men; and Sun- 
day proves a bitter cup if we are 
touched again. 

I hear the people in the choir send 
forth their line of song; they sing 
as though they’d never tire, they’re 
surely going strong. Of Greenland’s 
icy hills they sing, of Asia’s coral 
strand; and every anthem sung will 
bring a doubloon safe to hand. They 
do not sing their notes of praise un- 
less they get the price, nor do they 
care if Greenland’s jays are freez- 
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ing on the ice. It seems to me a 
grievous thing, a misdeed low and 
mean, when people on the Sab- 
bath sing for strips of old long 
green. 

The organist, upon her stool, sends 
forth a mighty roar, that echoes 
from the First Ward school to John- 
son’s drygoods store. And weary folk 
who wish to sleep, worn out by toil 
and pain, can only turn in bed and 
weep, and cuss that loud refrain. 
The organist gets seven bones when- 
ever Sunday comes, for punching out 
those stirring tones with fingers and 
with thumbs. Oh, can’t the woman 
realize, as she toils there in kirk, 
that there’s a mandate from the 
skies forbidding Sabbath work? 

If I could get the pastors all to 
back my big crusade, we’d soon see 
desecrations fall, and violations fade. 
The sacred day would be the day for 
which it was designed, and vulgar 
noise would die away, be left away 
behind. Alas, the parsons will not 
quit their present evil course; on 
Sunday they must throw a fit, and 
holler till they’re hoarse. 


eee 


a 


mae 2 


lt 











| ~~ . } | ii 
. 1 Se | eaeea | 
4\ 4 - \ hit id | | a iI 4 
ye i j ay ft IN \ || i} | | i) | | 
BLA ee OO 0 
; } ! | IN| Fin bitte HT dl 
" } — | | 


i nM ah Wy 
Nh a 
Hy A} i) Mi 
LN aaa a 
ane”, | 


by irk 4 
eA / ; 
thy, 


By: 


+] UF { i 
AME 


——-!_- 











i | Mi UY Wa 


=— 





Drawn by Oxsor Lowe... : i A 
JENKINS AND HIS WIFE AND DAUGHTER DO GREAT WORK ON THEIR COSTUMES FOR 
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UMES FOR THE VON WETTERS’ FANCY-DRESS PARTY, BUT THE EFFECT IS SOMEWHAT 
INING UP ON THE WRONG NIGHT. 
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PERRITON MAXWELL, Editor and Art 


MOVING PICTURE CENSORSHIP 
r HE censorship is an _ experi- 
rT ment; not an institution. It 

was invited by lax pictures, as 
prohibition was invited by low grog- 
eries. It may, in time, become a 
principle, incorporated in the Federal 
system. It may expire as naturally 
as did the censorship of the press. 

The principle is obnoxious to our 
traditions. Yet, if it suppresses and 
mitigates justly, it may be beneficent. 
A censorship becomes pernicious 
through usurpation and arrogance; 
when it thinks its throne-room is a 
Star Chamber. 

The screen is a mighty 
moving the feelings and molding 
the sentiments of millions. It is the 
reflected image of life, and an edu- 
cational influence as extensive as uni- 
versities. It may also become an am- 
buscade behind which disloyalty may 
mask its deadly aim. It is capable 
of diverting, corrupting or elevat- 
ing; it is the modern Gamaliel, the 
mechanical Aspasia. 

The censors should tell the world 
that scenarios are not written to 
them, but to human nature. Then 
writers and producers, with minds 
unfettered by fears, may communi- 
cate to us the exquisite thrill of fic- 
tion which holds so much of truth— 
and truth, the ageless, soundless, 
wordless spirit, has been yearning 
these many ages for the pictures to 
give it a “local habitation and a 
name.” 
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BANK WRECKING BY TONGUE POWER 


"THE coiner of lies about a bank 

is one of the infectious germs in 
our body of good health. Several 
cities have recently been afflicted by 
this sinister enemy of comfortable 
society. 

The malevolent effects have been 
conspicuous. Mobs frantic before a 
bank; credit impaired and timid mul- 
titudes shivering—a mile-wide howl 
from a pin-prick by a pin-head. 


U D G 


Director. 


Those who have no funds on de- 
posit dismiss the matter by advising 
us to “make a law against it.” But 
we need no legislation. We need 
more sense. Credulity ought to be 
indicted as a ridiculous disturbing 
of public peace, and the malice-mon- 
ger, when dug out, ought to be tried 
by a jury of his dupes—and heaven 
have mercy on his shreds! 

The wry-necked whisperer whose 
slanders pickle the brains of depos- 
itors is often a spite-biter prompted 
to win men to their own harm. To 
create belief in the insolvency of a 
bank he must first find a mass in- 
solvent in sense. Every stampeder is 
an accomplice of the hidden imp who 
plays fantastic tricks with our pe- 
cuniary fears. Panic psychology may 
explain it; but the explanation is a 
comfortless Chinese solace when we 
hire out as agents of an incendiary 
bomb. 


A NEW BUSINESS 


| ATFIELD, the noted rain-maker, 

achieved a triumph at Medicine 
Hat, Alberta. He drew four inches 
of rain from a reluctant Pluvius dur- 
ing June and July. Profoundly im- 
pressed, the Wisconsin Society of 
Equity offered him $3,000 for each 
inch of water he sprinkled over their 
crops during the season. 

Thus a grand new business opens 
its welcoming arms to our youth just 
when they were murmuring, “We 
ain’t got no chance.” No experience 
required, as the help wanted ads 
have it. Just be a wizard. There 
have been vast and amazing im- 
provements since Moses knocked a 
spring out of a rock. 

In all dry spells mirages are com- 
mon and miracles in demand. Faith, 
which moves mountains, is the basis 
of success, and any young man with 
marrow in his bones can mount to 
fame and fortune. 

We are looking always for leaders 
to happiness. We hail a christener 
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J. A. Watpron, Associate Editor. 


of our hopes because he talks like 
Barnum and looks like a captain of 
good augury. We need men to tickle 
catastrophe. Such men are fountains 
of feasting light, mingling familiar 
ly with the smiles of heaven and 
melting the arid heart with angels’ 
dew. 

But aspiring rain-makers must not 
fail to make all contracts on a con- 
tingent basis, with a riot clause and 
one guarding against suit from dam- 
age by floods. 


OurR BAD HABITS 


ORD NORTHCLIFFE, analyzing 
our business men, said offhand: 
“You don’t work enough; but talk 
much about it. You are pessimistic. 
You shave long and eat long in the 
busy part of the day. You chew the 
rag late at night.” And several sten- 
ographers surreptitiously snickered: 
“Ain’t it the truth!” 

The echoless air indicated that we 
are less susceptible to dissection than 
Lloyd George. Perhaps our deeper 
thoughts are of other things. Yet it 
ought to be pleasant to have the free 
scope of criticism removed before 
our elegies are written. Our own 
carpers, asleep on watch, seldom un- 
cover us with the incisive felicity of 
this overseas falcon, who noted that 
we looked for yawning abysses and 
ached with dark doubts. 

We talk in business hours and far 
into the night because we are a cau- 
tious folk, looking for the thread of 
discourses amid the  careworn 
tongues of our friends. We barber 
in mid-day because, in repelling side- 
whiskers, ceaseless vigilance is the 
price of safety. We are valiant 
trenchermen because on our farms 
we learned to bale hay when it is 
ripe. 

Our heartiness, however, springs 
from experience with the inconstan- 
ey of fortune, which slumps so im- 
moderately that to-morrow we may 
dine only on adversity’s sweet milk— 
philosophy. 
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QuERY? — A_ Louisville young 
woman, admittedly a fine singer, has 
just married, saying she “preferred 
matrimony to a vocal career.” There 
is, then, a distinction?—Kansas City 
Star. 


FOLLOWING THE TREND—In Texas, 
Tennessee, Washington and other 
states there is talk of division into 
new states. Is the divorce evil get- 
ting into politics?—-Chicago News. 


CAPRICIOUS NATURE—Nature is a 
capricious institution, always doing 
the wrong thing at the wrong place. 
Great beds of oysters have been dis- 
covered on the Umhlatusi Lagoon on 
the Zululand coast, and not an M. E. 
church society or a Maccabee auxil- 
iary within 20,000 miles to dispense 
them in one-oyster stews.—Buffalo 
Times. 


RECIPROCITY—“How do you pre- 
pare for your summer vacation?” 

“I write cordial letters to all my 
country relatives in answer to the 
cordial letters they wrote me just 


before Christmas.”—Boston Tran- 
script. 
IMPORTANT DISTINCTION — The 


Einstein theory has no relation to 
the original “Ein Stein” theory, 
which everybody used to understand 
and which was closely related to the 
popular theory of “Zwei Bier.”— 
Greenwich (Conn.) News and Gra- 
phie. 


NOTHING MoreE—“Hubby, that 
man must be trying to flirt with me. 
He keeps shooting glances in my di- 
rection.” 

“Don’t worry, dearie. He is merely 
watching his hat and coat.”—Louis- 
ville Courier-Journal. 


the World’s 


SHE KNEW—“‘Ah, young lady!” 
solemnly began the _ horse-faced 
stranger in front of the movie 
theater box-office. “Are you ac- 
quainted with Shakespeare?” 

“Aw, don’t try to kid me,” replied 
Daphne, the ticket-seller. ‘“Shake- 
speare’s dead.”—Kansas City Star. 


PoTATO “CURE” RETURNS—Pota- 
toes sold the other day in a Michigan 
town at eighteen cents a_ bushel. 
They will be back presently to a point 
where a fellow can afford to resume 
carrying one in his pocket for his 
rheumatism.—Detroit News. 


OVERHEAD — “How’s business _ in 
your neighborhood?” asked Wombat 
the plumber of Spareribs the butcher. 

“Well, the beauty parlors are all 
doing well.” — Louisville Courier- 
Journal. 


NATURAL DISLIKE—The reason we 
hate an end-seat hog is because he 
beats us to it.—Providence Journal. 














“YES. THEY ARE ON THE LOOKOUT FOR 
A MAN.” —-Fliegende Blaetter (Munich). 
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DON’T WASTE SYMPATHY—As a 
big twin-six pulled up alongside a 
rail fence in one of the poorest coun- 
ties in the state, the driver asked the 
farmer who was plowing in the field: 
“Am I on the right road to the 
county seat?” 

The farmer had no more than an- 
swered “Yes,” when there came an- 
other question from one of the seven 
passengers: “My good man, are you 
able to make a living off land like 
this?” 

As the farmer wiped the sweat off 
his brow, he replied: “Yes, and now 
before you start in to pity me, I 
just want to tell you don’t waste your 
sympathy on me. There is a fellow 
on the next farm who needs it. He 
owns 240 acres just like this, and 
I own only 100 acres.”—Indianapolis 
News. 


JusT MILK AND WATER — First 
Rube—How much milk does yer cow 
give neow? 

Second Rube—Oh, nigh onto 20 
quarts! 

First Rube—And how much of it 
do you sell? 

Second Rube—Thirty 
Houston Post. 


quarts.— 


AN Economist—‘‘Are your boy's 
tastes expensive?” 

“Not always,” said Farmer Corn- 
tossel, hopefully. “I have noticed 
that Josh would rather hear a 50-cent 
jazz record than the highest-priced 
grand opera that the phonograph 
affords.”—Washington Star. 


A Goop FIELD—Towgh McNut— 
I’ve got to get busy and get myself 
a spring coat. 

Rough Rudolph—Which restaurant 
do you get yours from?—Houston 
Post. 
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THE DELIRIOUS SOCIETY REPORTER 
—The bride is a woman of wondrous 
fascination and remarkable attrac- 
tiveness, for with manner as enchant- 
ing as the wand of a siren and a 
disposition as sweet as the odor of 
flowers and spirit as joyous as the 
caroling of birds and mind as bril- 
liant as those glittering tresses that 
adorn the brow of winter, and with 
heart as pure as dewdrops trembling 
in a coronet of violets, she will make 
the home of her husband a paradise 
of enchantment like the lovely home 
of her girlhood, where the heaven- 
toned harp of marriage, with its 
chords of love and devotion and fond 
endearments, sent forth the sweet 


strains of felicity that ever thrilled 
the senses with the rhythmic puls- 
ing of ecstatic rapture.—Ishpeming 
(Mich.) Iron Ore. 


A Bic JoB—“Well, my boy, is your 
father at home?” asked the Sabbath- 
day caller. 

“Yes, sir,” was the boy’s reply. 

“Is he busy?” 

“Is he? I'll say he is! He’s up- 
stairs wrestling with the Sunday 
paper!”—Yonkers Statesman. 


LAcKs SPEED—‘“Prof. Diggs is a 
laborious student.” 

“Yes?” 

“He won’t write a single paragraph 
for an encyclopedia without consult- 
ing a dozen authorities.” 

“He may be good at research 
work, but he’d never make a police 
court reporter.”—Birmingham Age- 
Herald. 


An Adept in Zoology 





‘‘Where the Weary Are at Rest’’ 
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“IF YOU CAN’T FIND ME A LODGING, GIVE ME 
A JOB IN YOUR OFFICE SO THAT I CAN, AT 
LEAST, GET A BIT OF SLEEP IN THE DAYTIME.” 
—Strix (Stockholm). 
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Father 


WELL, MAURICE, SINCE YOU ARE SO SMART, PERHAPS YOU CAN TELL ME THE NAME 


OF THF BEAST FROM WHICH THE FUR YOUR MOTHER IS WEARING CAME. 


Little Maurice 
TO THE MOVIES EVERY SATURDAY NIGHT. 


I CAN'T TELL YOU HIS NAME, BUT HE IS THE FELLOW WHO TAKES MAMA 
Le Rire (Paris). 


Poor StTurr, But—“Another art- 
ist’s model is writing her memoirs.” 

“Poor stuff, I dare say.” 

“Yes, but the illustrations are 
good.”—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


HARD TO TELL—Art gallery attend- 
ant—This picture is labeled “Ready 
for the Bath’—shouldn’t it be 
“Ready for the Ball’? 

Official—Hm! Lay it aside and 
I’ll confer with the artist—Boston 
Transcript. 


ART IN ADVERTISING—“I wish 
you’d get me up « pretty girl adver- 
tisement.” 

“All right.” 

“I simply want to bring the name 
of my firm before the public.” 

“What do you wish to feature?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Um. I can’t draw a pretty girl 
wearing that.”—Louisville Courier- 
Journal, 


FILIAL SOLICITUDE—“Are you go- 
ing to the theatre this evening, Mrs. 
Frisber?” 

“Yes. I have great confidence in 
my daughter’s judgment. She has 
found a play she thinks it would be 
quite proper for me to see.”—Birm- 
ingham Age-Herald. 


IN BILLVILLE—“An’ you say it 
took that artist two weeks to paint 
this little picture?” 

“Shore did!” 

“Well, all I’ve got to say is, he’s 
too slow for this settlement. I could 
a’ painted two houses an’ four barns 
in that time, an’ not be half tired.”— 
Atlanta Constitution. 
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IMITATION TOC REAL—‘“My little 
girl is very clever,” said a woman to 
her guests. “She can imitate almost 
anyone.” 

“She can indeed!’”’ echoed the hus- 
band proudly. “Come, my dear, show 
us what you can do. Pretend to be 
the housemaid.” 

The little girl bowed to one of the 
guests. 

“Will you take any more chicken, 
ma’am, or a little more beef?” she 
asked politely. 

Then she turned to another. 

“Shall I put the screen before your 
chair, ma’am?” she inquired. “The 
fire is very fierce.” 

At this the guests were greatly 
amused. 

“Go on, my dear,” chuckled the 
proud father. 

Backing away from her parents, 
she exclaimed in a terrified tone. 
“Sir, let me go! Don’t touch me, 
sir! Give you a kiss, indeed! Sup- 
posing missus was to hear you?” 

Then the clever little darling was 
suddenly bundled out of the room. 
—Pittsburgh Chronicle-Telegraph. 


CLEANING IT Up—In a neighbor’s 
house, not long since, little Georgie 
for the first time saw a face vibrator. 

At home, shortly afterward, the 
youngster said: 


No Piker With His Information 

















Inquisitive Old Gentleman—HOw OLD ARE 
YOU, MY LITTLE FRIEND? 

Little Friend—I AM FIVE, NEARLY sIX. My 
FATHER IS A BANK DIRECTOR AND MY MOTHER 
ONCE KEPT A SHOP. WE NOW LIVE AT THE 
GRAND HOTEL. UNCLE LIVES AT LANGHOLM 
AND AUNT IS DEAD. NOW, HOW OLD ARE 
YOU YOURSELF, OLD SNOOPERQUIZ?—Kasper 
(Stockholm). 








An Obvious Tarradiddle 
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Member of Jury- 


Your LORDSHIP, I WANT TO RUN TO THE STATION TO PAY SOME MONEY 


I OWE TO A MAN WHO IS JUST OFF TO AMERICA! 


Judge 


_“Mrs. Umson’s face must get aw- 
ful dirty, mother.” 
“Why do you think 
mother asked. 
“Because,” replied Georgie, “‘while 
I was there I saw her trying to fix it 
up with a vacuum cleaner.” —Youngs- 
town Telegram. 


that?” the 


MUTE !——Little Jacky—Look, moth- 
er! that bull-dog looks like Aunt 
Fimily. 


Mother—Hush, child! 
such things. 

“Well, mamma, the dog can’t hear 
it.’—Boston Globe. 


Don’t say 


SPIRITUAL TRAINING—The Pastor 
—You seem a bright and dutiful 
child. I presume your dear mother 
attends to your spiritual training. 

Little Jimmie—You said it! She 
spanks me with her ouija board.— 
Houston Post. 


POLITENESS—Dickie’s father was 
shocked to see his son kick his little 
playmate. 

“Why did you kick John?” he 
asked, severely. 

“I am tired of playing with him. 
I want him to go home,” was Dickie’s 
answer. 

“Then why didn’t you ask him to 
go home?” 

“Oh”—it was Dickie’s turn to be 
shocked—“why, daddy, that wouldn’t 
be polite!”—Harper’s Magazine. 


MODERN MOTHER—“But when you 
are traveling away from your little 
boy who reads his prayers to him?” 

“Oh, that’s all right. We have his 
evening prayer on the gramophone.” 
—Striz (Stockholm). 
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EXCUSED; I DON’T WANT SUCH LIARS ON THE JURY! 


London Vail. 








NOTHING—“Algy is in love with a 
movie actress.” 
“Well, at that it’s a harmless ob- 


session. He can sit there and wor- 
ship her for twenty cents an evening. 
What could be cheaper ?”-~ Louisvillé 


Courier-Journal. 


A DISTURBING FAcTtoR—“Doesn’t it 
make you nervous to see the leading 
man kissing your wife?” 

“Sometimes it does,” said the di- 
rector, who was also the husband of 
the beauteous star, “but I’m a strong 
believer in art for art’s sake. Rather 
than deprive movie patrons of a 
single thrill I’d turn my back and let 
the fellow do it right.”—Birmingham 
Age-Herald. 


PROOF CONCLUSIVE—I know that to 
be actually aristocratic a dowager 
must gaze coldly through a lorgnette; 

That as soon as a poor working 
girl becomes prosperous she must 
proclaim her good fortune to the 
world via aigrets in her coiffure; 

That a lady’s maid must resemble 
a recruit from a Ziegfeld show; 

That all mountain lassies and 
country girls have perfect marcel 
waves; 

That a damsel in distress can weep 
gallons of tears and never resort to 
the use of a handkerchief. 

All this I know is true because, 
Dear Heart, “In the Movies They Do 
It.”"—Columbus Dispatch. 
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What Resolutions Are Made Of 

















“HAVE A CIGAR, OLD MAN?” 


“No THANKS, MY BOY! I’VE SWORN OFF SMOKING FOR GOOD.” 
“WELL, PUT ONE IN YOUR POCKET FOR TO-MORROW!”"’—Passing Show (London). 











ON THE VALUE OF BooKS—Mayor 
Moore of Philadelphia, being con- 
gratulated on the success of his ad- 
ministration, laughed and observed: 

“Good workmen are always modest 
about their work. A woman once 
said gushingly to Mark Twain: 

“‘T guess, being such a grand 
writer as you are, you’re awfully 
fond of books, aren’t you?” 

“ ‘Well, that depends,’ drawled the 
humorist: ‘If a book has a leather 
cover it has magnificent value as a 
razor strop. A brief, concise work, 
such as the French write, is very use- 
ful to put under the short leg of a 
wabbly table. Large, old-fashioned 
books with clasps can’t be beat as 
missiles to hurl at dogs and cats. 
A large book, like a geography, is 
nearly as good as a piece of tin to 
nail over a broken window pane.’ ”’— 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 


WuHy SHOULDN’T HE?—Fred B. 
Johnson, one of the Indiana state 
public service commissioners, is a 
Jeffersonian Democrat, and is, in 
fact, quite democratic in his personal 
habits. When he drives along the 
street, away out in the north part of 
the city, where he lives, and sees 
someone waiting for a street car he 
can not resist offering to share his 
flivver—not in any spirit of unfriend- 
liness to the street railway system, 
but for reasons aforesaid. 

Not long ago he invited a matronly 


woman to ride, and she accepted, and 
they started toward the downtown 
district. Nearing Ohio street, where 
Mr. Johnson usually turns over to his 
office in the State Capitol, he advised 
the woman that he would turn west 
there. 

“But I want to go to the Fletcher 
Aniérican National Bank,” said the 
woman. 

Very graciously Mr. Johnson drove 
down Pennsylvania street and was 
about to stop on the west side of the 
street, when the woman told him to 
cross the street and draw up along- 
side the bank corner. 

Somewhat amazed, the commis- 
sioner-driver complied and put down 
his passenger in the proper place. 

Then the woman drew out her 
purse and gave Mr. Johnson 5 cents. 

He took the money and drove on. 
—Indianapolis News. 


Do Words Mean Anything? 





Sewing Machine Agent—YOu HIRED A 
MACHINE FROM US FOUR MONTHS AGO AND 
HAVE NOT YET MADE ANY PAYMENT. WHAT 
ABOUT IT? 

Lady (angrily)—PAYMENTS? WHAT 
HAVE I TO PAY? I WAS TOLD THE MACHINE 
WOULD PAY FOR ITSELF!—Kasper (Stock- 
holm). 
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THE NEW WITCHCRAFT 
| HAD the mumps, the flue, the pip, 
the heaves and pedal callouses 
With complications caused by grippe 
and infantile paralysis; 
The doctors said the only hope for 
me was Psychanalysis. 


They gave me something for my 
nerves, but not enough to soporate, 

They took my pulse to see if it was 
going at a proper rate; 

The operator shut the door and 
started in to operate. 


He said I had a dreadful case, and if 
he was to cure it, he 

Would have to know my history from 
childhood to maturity— 

He’d have to scrub my intellect into a 
state of purity. 


He picked apart my loveliest dream— 
my nightmare’s horrid harrass- 
ment; 

He told me what my fond desire to 
take a trip to Paris meant; 

He asked me things that made me 
blush and stammer with embar- 
rassment! 


He dug up secrets of my soul to speak 
of which would warrant e’en 

A flush to dye the features of a Cin- 
quecento Florentine— 

I wondered why I wasn’t kept in 
everlasting quarantine! 


But when he’d learned the worst 0’ 
me, and every little blot o’ me, 

Lo, not an ache or pain was left in 
any part or spot o’ me— 

My ailments all had vanished in a 
psychical phlebotomy ! 


I’m physically sound—but O ye suf- 
fering men and women all, 

Beware of curing sickness by explor- 
ing the subliminal! 

You might as well be ill as to discover 
you’re a criminal! 

—Ted Robinson in Cleveland Plain 
Dealer. 


ONE OF LOVE’S PROBLEMS 


“T thank you for the flowers,” she 
said, 

And then she smiled and dropped her 
head, 

“I’m sorry for the words I spoke last 
night— 

Your sending flowers proved that 
you were right— 

Forgive me!” 

He forgave. 

And as they walked and talked be- 
neath the bowers, 

He wondered hooinell had sent those 
flowers.—The Crucible. 
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A Terrible Vengeance 








AT THE FOUNTAIN—“What do you 
think of my pretty girl dispenser?” 

“She can’t draw soda.” 

“Well, I’m in hopes she’ll be able 
tc draw the young men.”—Louisville 
Courier-Journal. 


A MEAN Cuss—“That druggist 
played a mean trick on the gang.”’ 

“How so?” 

“He had a pretty salesgirl.” 

“Well?” 

“Got a lot of customers and then 
married her himself.”-—Louisville 
Courier-Journal. 


SUBSTITUTES—Somewhat embar- 
rassed he sidled up to the department 
store glove counter. 

“T would like to see Miss Green,” 
he stammered. 

The absent-minded 
looked up languidly. 

“Miss Green is out,” she said, “but 
we have a Miss White who is very 
nice, also Miss Black and Miss 
Brown, who are very popular this 
season.”—Town Topics. 





salesperson 


DISINTERESTED — “How’s _ busi- 
ness?” asked the customer. 

“Very bad,” replied the clerk. 

“But you don’t seem to be worry- 
ing?” 

“T’m not. I don’t own the store.” 
—Detroit Free Press. 


TRUTH WILL TRIUMPH—A mer- 
chant had advertised for a boy. Late 
in the afternoon, a_ red-headed, 
freckle-faced, blue-eyed, honest-look- 
ing boy applied for the job. 

“Do you like to work?” asked the 
merchant. 

“No, sir!” replied the boy. 

“Then you can have the job,” re- 
plied the merchant. “You are the 
first boy who’s been here to-day who 
didn’t lie about it and say yes.”— 
Washington Post. 


DEPARTMENT STORE SPECIAL — 
“Why, Hello, Pat, I hear you lost your 
job in the Department Store.” 

“Oh, yes, | got fired?” 

“You got fired? How did that 
happen?” 

“Oh, I just took a sign from a 
lady’s shirt waist and put it on a 
bath tub.” 

“And you got fired for that? 
tell me what the sign read.” 

“It said, ‘How would you like to 
see your best girl in this for $2.75?’” 
—Keeping in Touch. 


Well, 
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Perkins (during neighborly quarrel) 
By JOVE, IF YOU DON’T STOP TRYING TO MAKE 
ME ANGRY, I’LL BUY MY WIFE A NEW HAT, 


AND THEN YOU’LL HAVE TO BUY ONE FOR 


yours!—-The Passing Show (London). 


ONCE A SUCKER, ALWAYS—“Let’s 
see,” said the peddler. “Yes, this must 
be the house where my friend said he 
sold the lightning rods. So I guess 
I better offer my new-fangled butter- 
less churn. I believe firmly in the old 
adage, ‘Whom man has done, man can 
do.’””—Philadelphia Public Ledger. 
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WHY HUSBANDS LEAVE HOME— 
“My dear,” said Mr. Bibbles, briskly, 
“7 think I will run down town for a 
few minutes.” 

“All right,” said Mrs. Bibbles. 
“When those ‘few minutes’ become a 
few hours I hope you’ll be in a condi- 
tion to run_ back.’”—Birmingham 
Age-Herald. 


MATRINONY 








READY TO TIP HiM—Officer (er- 
amining passports )—Where are your 
proofs that she’s your wife? 

Henpeck—lI haven’t any; but if you 
can prove she’s not my wife you’re a 
made man.—Charleston News and 
Courier. 


No More NIGHTS OutT—“As for 
that bachelor girl who got married 
the other day.” 

“Well?” 

“Was it a case of true love?” 

“Apparently so. She surrendered 
her latch key.”—Birmingham Age- 
Herald. 


Art For Dress Sake 











| REVUE | 
| A GRAND SPECTACLE | 
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Manager—For HEAVEN’S SAKE WHAT’S THE MATTER NOW? 


I GIVE YOU THE MOST INTER- 


ESTING CIIARACTER IN THE PLAY AND STILL YOU COMPLAIN! 
Actress—INTERESTING CHARACTER, EH? DO YOU REALIZE THAT | HAVE TO WEAR THE SAME 


GOWN IN ALL THREE ACTS ?—Le Rire (Paris.) 
25 








NEW MOVES IN THE 








MOVIES 





Celluloid Trade-Marks 


pictures were still so newly 

hatched that the shell they 
came out of lay on the ground be- 
side them, an estimated cost of a 
dollar a foot for produced pictures 
was regarded as sufficient. 

One reel, one thousand feet. One 
thousand feet, one thousand dollars. 
Five reels, one “feature.” One feat- 
ure, or “program picture,” five thou- 
sand dollars. 

Nowadays, when delirium tremens 
seems to be the rule rather than the 
exception, one hundred good dollars 
are sometimes spent in the production 
of a single foot of finished film—that 
flickers past upon the screen in some- 
thing less than a single second. Five 
reels, five thousand feet. Five thou- 
sand feet, five hundred thousand 
dollars. Ten reels, a million. 

When a man is getting ready to 
sink even the amount that it costs to 
produce say an average “big pro- 
yram” picture these days—let’s call 
it ten dollars a foot, one hundred 
thousand dollars a picture—he’s nat- 
urally a little nervous about getting 
it back. Even a single hundred thou 
sand looks big to some people. 

Of course, the fellow who's pre 
paring to put a whole hundred thou- 
sand into a single picture—or per- 
suade some perfectly good friend or 
enthusiast or even banker to do it, 
which comes to about the same thing, 
although not quite—the old-timer 
who gambled with merely five thou- 
sand looks like a piker. 

But except for a _ slight dif- 
ference in figures, the cases are much 
the same. In the gooden grand old 
days it was about as hard to cet 
five thousand for a picture as it is to 
get a hundred thousand now. 

Some folks can borrow a mil'ion 
just as easily as they can a single 
thousand. Yessir, that’s a fact. Lot’s 
of ’em. I’m one. Maybe you’re an- 
other. Well, in the gooden grand old 


QO NCE upon a time, when motion 





By Myron M. STEARNs 


days of the movies there were lots 
like that in the game The money 
for a single picture represented 
then, as now, all they could get. 

When a man is gambling every- 
thing he has, or all he can get, on a 
motion picture, he’s particularly anx- 
ious to reduce the gamble. Anxious, 
that is, to fix it so that instead of 
gambling, he’ll at least be sure of 
getting his money back. 

Since, before a picture is made it’s 
impossible to tell whether or not it’s 
going to be good or bad (except that 
sometimes it’s fairly safe to bet the 
latter) the only way the producer 
can be sure of getting his money 
back is to make sure that the picture 
will bring in, good or bad, a certain 
figure. 

In other words, if a producer knew, 





s y 
Pictures Worth Watching: 
THE FOUR HORSEMEN 
The first two-hour photoplay from a 
young director named Ingram, depicting 
scenes from the Ibanez novel 
CARNIVAL 
An English photoplay based on a retold 
and up-to-date Othello, done in Venice 
with a per ending. 
WITHOUT BE. EFIT OF CLERGY 
e of the finest short stories ever 
written, that has lost almost everything 
except atmosphere in the telling 
THE CITY OF SILENT MEN 
Tommy Meighan escapes from « wonder 
fully well-done prison with a fairly 
rr: op tories. 
THE OLD N. 
Cross of American family life, 
with more of ' ed than of story. 
WAY DOWN EAST 
a you can ask in the way of diversified 
creen entertainment. 
THE “CONQUERING POWER 
Heavy drama with gga photog- 
raphy and some real 
A YANK. IN KING AR HUR'S COURT 
Clever comedy-satire based on Mark 
Twain's famous book “‘Ain’t we got fun 
with King Arthur.” 
GYPSY BLOO, 
Deep tragedy from Germany, with Car- 
men the Spanish Gypsy getting the knife 
in the neck at last. 
BOB HAMPTON OF PLACER 
Marshall Neilan vaudeville entertain- 
ment with a high order of scenery. 
EXPERIENCE 
Morality-play of Ye Olde Englishe 
school retold to tempt the modern 


Censor. 

WHAT A WOMAN KNOWS 
A photoplay that proves man can’t suc- 
ceed without the help of his supposedly 
inferior wife. 
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before investing, that his picture 
would be worth as much as it would 
cost to produce it, good or bad, he 
wouldn’t be gambling. He'd be bet- 
ting on a sure thing. 

Accordingly, since the very begin- 
ning, producers of motion pictures 
have attempted to sell their pictures 
“sight unseen.” And since in our 
well-known ultimate analysis it is the 
public that pays the money that buys 
the pictures, and since furthermore 
you and I and Lizzie Kellerbach con- 
stitute the public (or at least the 
best part of it) the producers have 
to sell their pictures to us, sight un- 
seen. If they can. 

How do they do that little thing? 
Partly by advertising. Partly by 
throwing out some particular bait, 
like a well-known star, or a come-on 
title: ““Mamie’s Mistake.” And part- 
ly by the use of a brand name or 
trade-mark. 

It works this way: We go to 
see a motion picture—just any old 
movie that we happen to straggle 
into. It’s made by the Kazoo Com 
pany; on lots of the subtitles we are 
reminded at the bottom of the screen, 
“It’s a Kazoo.” 

You see, a phrase may sound like 
a sneeze, and still be a perfectly good 
trade-mark. 

The picture, we’ll say, was a pretty 
good one. Or if not that, it at least 
was run in a pretty good theatre. 

A week later, we feel like going to 
see another movie. Half way down 
the block there is a picture adver- 
tised: ‘““It’s a Kazoo.” If we liked 
that first Kazoo, we'll be apt to go 
and see this one. If we’ve seen the 
name in lots of places, we'll be apt 
to want to see it. If in magazine 
advertising we’ve been told that the 
only really-truly honest-to-goodness 
high-class, uplifting, strictly moral 
and yet decidedly sensational enter- 
tainment is to be found in Kazoo 

(Continued on page 32) 














~~ 





Pulchritude, Patriotism and Pursuit on the Screen 


RutTH ROLAND 
BATHING SUIT FOR NIF 
CHARLES HUTCHINSON 


AT TOP) 
KNICKERS JUST AS “HURRICANE” 


RACES 


THE 


DISCARDS HER ONE-PIECE 


8:45 TO TOWN. 











Mary CARR, WHO ACHIEVED SCREEN FAME AS THE “MOTHER” IN 
“OVER THE HILL,” IS POSED HERE AS BARBARA FRIETCHIE. AS THE 
STORY GOES, BARBARA, AT THE AGE OF 90, WAS THE ONLY PERSON IN 
FREDERICK, MD., TO KEEP FLYING THE UNION FLAG AS THE CONFEDERATE 
FORCES ENTERED THE TOWN. WHEN THE SOLDIERS RIDDLED THAT FLAG 
AT AN UPPER WINDOW AND BROKE THE STAFF, OLD BARBARA SEIZED 
THE EMBLEM AND WAVED IT IN DEFIANCE OF DEATH. GI AL “STONE- 
WALL” JACKSON, CHIVALROUS SOUTHERNER, IMPRESSED B 

; THE COMMAND WHICH WHITTIER HAS 

S: ““WHO TOUCHES A HAIR OF YON GRAY HEAD DI 
MARCH ON!’ HE SAID.” TOO BAD THE STORY LACKS A 
rion, EVEN BARRARA HERSELF IS POURTED BY SOME CRUEL HISTORIANS, 


Aandi te yee 


camper os 





Owed 


spent, 
wide, 
vide 
more bent 
present 


Can I perform long labor, food 
denied? 
I weakly ask, but Patience to prevent 
This moan replied, “Man doth not 
always need 
To pay in cash. Try credit now.” 
Who best 
Serveth himself feeds himself best. 
Man’s state 
Is hungry, so since one must surely 





feed, 
’Tis wise to get in line before the 

1 rest. 
; They’re never served who only stand 


and wait. 
—Harvard Lampoon. 


\ HEN I consider how my cash is 
Ere half my days by this dark river 
And all the fodder that I must pro- 

Calls to me vainly, though my soul 

To serve therewith my hunger and 


Sufficient sustenance to my inside. 

















DAUGHTER. TEN MILLION RUBLES (10,000,- 

000) WILL BE GIVEN TO THE FIRST READER TO 
7 IDENTIFY EACH CORRECTLY. GIVE REASONS 
OR YOUR OWN PHONE NUMBER.— Washington 
| Sun Dodger. 


| THIS IS A PICTURE OF A MOTHER AND HER 
7 








“IT AM SOME WILD BOY! THEY WOULDN'T 
LET ME IN A CABARET LAST NIGHT.” 
“How’s THAT?” 
“CLOSING TIME.” 
Dartmouth Jack o’ Lantern. 


Alma Mater’s Daughter 


\ Y name is a byword in collegiate 

. life; 

Il am an institution 

As old as the college itself. 

The chief places where I reign 
supreme 

Are in the humorous magazines, 

At old grads’ reunions, 

And in the hearts of Freshmen. 

I am in a class all by myself; 

I rate a lot of attention 

And yet everyone fights shy 

Of being seen much in public with 
me. 

I enjoy every shade of reputation 

From Greyish-white to black, 

And I can always find some one to 
take me out. 

But at that I am a service to the 
community. 

You fraternity girls and fiancées 

Get wise to yourselves. 

You admit that the one and only has 
a lovely way 

Of making love; 

You grant that he has all the tricks 
down pat. 





Who taught him to draw out his 
good-night 

So long and lingerly? 

Who taught him to put that little 
quaver in his voice? 

Who smoothed off all his rough edges 
for you? 

I did, the College Widow. 

—Brown Jug. 


Repeat It 
He—That lady reminds me of a 
bird. 
She—Do you refer to her song or 
her beauty? 
“Neither; she’s a parrot.” 
—Kansas Ag. Brown Bull. 


Both Right 

Canadian—Shay, is that a Rolls 
Roysh over there? 

Home-Brew—Nope, thash a grosh- 
ery wagon. 

“Then you’re not .looking in the 
same plash.” 

“Hic—neither are you.” 

—Dartmouth Jack o’ Lantern. 
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First Egg-—L&T’s SPEAK TO THOSE GIRLS 
ON THE CORNER. 
Second Egg—-“SNO USE; THEY ARE. TELF 
PHONE GIRLS. 
First Egg—WHAT OF IT? 
Second Egg—-THEY WON’T ANSWER. 
Pitt Panther. 
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PI-EYED PRINTING—“Riga, Letvia, 
To-day (By A. P.).—According to a 
direct Moscow dispatch received 
TOAY from INDEPEDENT sources, 
Nikolai Lenine, the Soviet Russian 
rremier, declared yesterday that com- 


munism was in IOMPLETE BANK- 
SuPTCY, and asked the presiding 
OFFIERS of the all-Russian ENTRAL 


EXEIUTIVE IOMMITTEE to approve the 
unlimited return of capital and the 
recall to RHssIA of the constitutional 
DEMOLRATS and other parties to aid 
in rebuilding the state.’—New York 
Evening Mail. (R. P. 8S.) 


DISCHARGED—“ ‘You have taken the 
bread and butter from my children 
and now you must die!’ 

“After making this dramatic dec- 
laration, according to the pelice, 
Angelo Sansevere drew a revolver 
and FIRED AMATO, his partner, in a 
shoe-shining place in Hoboken.”— 
(Philadelphia Inquirer.) (J. Durant 
Stroud.) 


How ABOUT CATCHING ’EM ?—“Re- 
wards for MATCHING mail robbers 
will be offered by the post office de- 
partment, ranging from $25 to 
$1,000, Postmaster General Will Hays 
has notified Postmaster William J. 
Nagel here, if an appropriation is 
obtained from Congress.”—Detroit 
Daily Times. (Stewart Ashler.) 


Acts AND WorRKs, Too—‘Miss 
Renee Adore, actress FOR THE SAME 
MOTION PICTURE CONCERN BY WHICH 
SHE IS EMPLOYED, is to become the 
bride of Tom Moore, brother of Owen 
and a leading light of the screen.” 


—New York American. (Chas. S. 
Blum.) 
LEAN But ELASTIC — “Ernest 


Haynes, Kansas behemoth, was too 
big and clumsy for Denver Willie 
Meehan, of the Shamrocks. Haynes 
towered over Meehan as the LEANING 
TOWER OF PISA TOWERS OVER PARIS.” 
—Denver Express. (W. Warren 
Kenny.) 


THE ALIEN STATE—“Mr. Morris- 
sey was born in INDIANA and CAME 
TO THE UNITED STATES AS A BOY.” 
—Brooklyn Eagle. (Joseph Gans.) 











To GET ENLIGHTENMENT?—“We 
had breakfasted and were SMOKING 
OUR MORNING PAPER on the day after 
the remarkable experience which I 
have recorded, when Mr. Lestrade of 
Scotland Yard, very solemn and im- 
pressive, was ushered into our modest 
sitting-room.”—Cambridge (Mass.) 
Sunday Herald. (G. Lester Matthe- 
eon.) 


HER COSTUME WAS A RIOT—‘“The 
bride, who was given away by her 
brother, Mr. H. J. Sheppard, was 
gowned in a French blue suit with 
small blue and BOLD hat, adorned with 
GLYCERINE FEATHERS. Her bouquet 
was of sunset roses and violets, and 
she wore the gift of the groom, a 
necklace of PEALS.”—The Toronto 
Daily Star. (Miss Louise Norton.) 


A PLEASED GRASS PLOT—“Elsie 
thought the stone wall rather for- 
bidding. Once inside, however, there 
lay before her a green stretch of 
LAWN, rather neglected, but alto- 
gether DELIGHTED.”—Pittsburgh Dis- 
patch. (Agnes Yoss.) 


Daredevil but not Aerial 


“HERE’S WHERE NERVOUS FINGERS WOULD 
MEAN DEATH. JERSEY RINGEL, AERIAL DARE- 
DEVIL, MAKES HIS LIVING BY TAKING THRIL- 
LING CHANCES. HE IS SHOWN HANGING BY 
ONE HAND FROM AN AIRPLANE 4,000 FEET 
ABOVE CHATTANOOGA, TENN.”—St. Paul 
Daily News. 


(Mrs. F. B. Leach.) 
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CoLD RELATIVES—“Gentlemen, it 
did not happen to me to be born in 
a log cabin; but my elder brothers 


and sisters WERE THE SNOW-DRIFTS 
of New Hampshire.”—Concord (N. 
H.) Evening Monitor. (Horton L. 
Chandler.) 


His BEAUTY Spots—‘“Late bulle- 
tins from New Smyrna, Fla., say that 
Harmon Curtis is recovering from a 
BEAUTIFUL attack of smallpox—quar- 
antine to be lifted about this date.” 
—The Western Reserve Democrat 
(J. R. McDermott.) 


PRISMATIC ORBS—‘“Mrs. Bates, in 
common with all her type, had the 
gift of crying exquisitely—not like 
those transparent blondes whose 
PINK-AND-BLUE BABY EYES grow 
blobby with tears.” — Pittsburgh 
Press. (M. F. Thompson.) 


CHANGED THE DiET — “H. S&S. 
Graves, of this city, for the past sev- 
eral years has taken the responsibil- 
ity of FEEDING the birds UPON HIM- 
SELF, but the company, recognizing 
that the birds are pets of the city, 
made the contribution of grain for 
their upkeep.”—The Alaska Daily 
Empire. (C. R. Scotharn.) 


A YOUNG FAMILY— “Elizabeth 
Wood, the FOUR-YEAR-OLD daughter of 
Mr. and Mrs. Charles Wood, of this 
city, died suddenly in Ohio, accord- 
ing to word received here yesterday. 
The deceased was a GRANDMOTHER of 
E. K. Alspach who died a few weeks 
ago.”—Knoxville (Tenn.) Journal. 
(Mrs. L. P. Miller.) 


“SWALLOW, SWALLOW, DAINTY 
SWALLOW”’—“I could have had no bet- 
ter helper, and it was not long before 
Alice opened her eyes and was able 
to SWALLOW THE SOFA in the office.” 
Joplin (Mo.) Daily Globe. (Miss 
Mable Neff.) 


A NEW VEGETABLE—“Nice oranges 
ere being sold for 15 cents a dozen 
at W. H. Andrews. He has a new line 
ef spring vegetables, including as- 
paragus, RHEUMATISM, sweet peas, 
green onions and other lines of veg- 
etables.”—Morning Union (Nevada 
City). (Miles D. Coughlin.) 
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“My DEAR Miss G. RAFF; DO YOU BELIEVE 


IN THE LANGUAGE OF FLOWERS? 


Grandma’s Way 


By IRENE HADLEY 


\ HEN I was not so very tall 
I did not know some things at 
all 
But now that I am nearly seven 
I know things ‘most as good as 
leven. 


Once I thought that a Butter-Cup 
Was just a fancy dish—stuck up 
On the pantry shelf for folks to see, 
And full of butter for company. 


And when my Aunt said, “Whip- 
Poor-Will” 

I thought she meant my cousin Bill. 

I felt real sorry for him, you see, 

Now wasn’t that a joke on me? 


But I went to visit Grandma one day; 

She took me out in the country to 
play, 

And now that I am nearly seven 

I know things most as good as "leven. 


’Cause Grandma showed me all about 
it; 

Showed me so I couldn’t doubt it! 

Of Butter-Cups we picked our fill 

And then we heard the Whip-Poor- 
Will! 


Who’s Who in Zooland 


Bears 
By MARY GRAHAM BONNER 


a | AM the Long-Lipped Bear and 

thankful of itI am. I wouldn’t 
be a boy or a girl or a man or a 
woman for anything—not even for 
a goodly meal or for a visit to the 


forests of India from where I came. 
“I feel sorry for boys and girls. 
They have such senseless names. 
They are called Johnny and Billy and 
Sally and Susy and Dicky and Mary 
Jane. Lots and lots of them have 
the same names, too, and you can’t 
tell anything by their names. 
“Johnny may have green eyes and 
red hair or he may have red eyes and 
green hair—though I believe that is 
unlikely. Mary Jane may have curls 
or she may have hair as straight as 
aruler. The name means nothing. 
“Now my name means something. 
It means that I have a long lip. 
Sensible, I call it. Then there is 
Cousin Spectacled Bear. He has 





Photo by VAN Der WEYDE. 





“AH SHUCKS! NOBODY EVER DID LOVE A 


FAT MAN!” 


white circles about his eyes which 
make him look as though he were 
wearing spectacles. There is Cousin 
Hairy-Eared Bear. His name de- 
scribes him. 

“But boys and girls and men and 
women—how foolishly they are 
named! Now if only they would 
say Big-Eared Davy Jones or Big- 
Mouthed Mary Jane or Mosquito- 
Bitten Legs Billy—then there would 
be some point to their names. But, 
alas! folks are more sensitive than 
bears. We are proud of our names 
where they might be insulted. 

“Tt’s all the difference in the point 
of view of a bear and a person. 
That’s all.” 





“JUST THINK, MAMMA, A POOR WORM PROVIDED THE SILK FOR MY DRESS.” 
“I’M SHOCKED, ARABELLA, THAT YOU SHOULD SPEAK SO DISRESPECTFULLY OF YOUR DEAR 


FATHER!” 
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Drawn by A. B. WALKER. 


THE GIRLS NOW-A-DAYS REQUIRE MORE 
THAN A SIMPLE ARROW. A WELL-ANCHORED 
HARPOON, ONLY, WILL DO THE TRICK. 


A Plaint of the Times 


By JENNIE BETTS HARTSWICK 


EHIND a certain sentry door— 
Cellar or attic—-? Ah, the clue 
I’ll not reveal—a numbered corps 
Is mobilized. I fondly view 
That dear reserve; although, ‘tis 
true, 
One sad reflection brings a shock; 
‘Those treasured ranks are all too few, 
I dare not drink my precious stock. 


No brimming beaker now | pour, 
A pledge of friendship to renew; 
No frosty goblet, misted o’er 
With beads of bright ambrosial 
dew 
I offer nowadays to you. 
I leave untouched that guardian 
lock. 
Convial promptings I eschew; 
I dare not drink my precious stock. 


Should sudden chill for warmth im- 
plore, 
Or fevered thirst for quenching 
sue, 
Ammonia aromatic or 
A cooling lemonade will do. 
Those flagons of domestic brew, 
That brandy, Burgundy and Hock, 

















Accuracy 


From the simplest test of 
memory to the most elaborate 
specifications, whenever an 
order is to be given it is the cus- 
tom of the vast majority of 
people to put it in writing. 

This constant writing of or- 
ders is for the purpose of insur- 
ing accuracy. People are 
afraid to trust the ability of the 
one receiving the order to get it 
correctly, unless that order is 
put on paper. 

What a tribute to exceptional 
skill and training, then, is the 
record of the Bell telephone 
system. Last year more than 
eleven billion telephone con- 
versations were held over the 
lines of this system. 


Each of these billions of con- 


versations required the giving 
of an order to a telephone em- 
ployee. Not one of these or- 
ders could be put in writing. 


Some of them were given in 
loud voices, some spoken in 
murmurs, some clearly stated, 
some rapidly shot out. Yet so 
remarkable a standard of accu- 
racy exists in the service of the 
Bell System that more than 
ninety-nine per cent. of all such 
orders were correctly received 
and executed. 


No other business is sub- 
jected to such a test as this. The 
record of the average of service 
of the Bell System for the last 
few months is proof that the 
telephone has returned to its 
pre-war standard of practice. 





“BELL SYSTEM” 
AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 
One Policy, One System, Universal Service, and all directed 








toward Better Service 


| Are safe from cork-impaling screw— 
1 dare not drink my precious stock ! 


|Alack! The times ure all askew ; 
Man’s laws man’s __ inclinations 
mock. 
Old Tantalus, what pangs you knew! 
1 dare not drink my precious stock. 





Holding the Job 


Drawn by ART HELFANT. 
Friend—Dip YoU SEE YOUR SCENARIO ON It is of course obvious that an 


THE SCREEN ? 
Writer-——-YEs. THE DIRECTOR POINTED IT 
OUT TO ME LAST NIGHT 


army of occupation should be given 
something to do. 





You Know 
“This novelist speaks of an oblique 
look. What on earth is an oblique 
look?” 
“That kind a married man gives a 
pretty girl in passing.” 


Ciood News, Girls! 

The latest official United States’ 
census shows 2,090,132 more males 
in the country than females. The 
ratio for the women is one and four 
one-hundredths of a man apiece! 











"THERE is enough 

concentrated ex- 
tract in each of these 
little bottles to make 
a full quart of de- 
licious non-alcoholic 
liqueur. 


Imported from Nan- 
cy, France, in twenty 








flavors. Only 35 cents. 

at wii] “Orig:nal Recipes” 

t CURACAQ + —our new booklet, 

7 bese pour 1 litre | *} sent free upon re- 
| quest. 





DKouquirs 


Restaurant and W lec oe 
476 West Bway, 
Telephone Nn By ieas. 














Celluloid Trade Marks 


(Continued from page 26) 
films—we’re all the more apt to go. 

If a producer can get enough of us 
to feel that way—to want to see a 
picture simply because it’s a Kazoo— 
he wins. It means that exhibitors 
will take, and you and Lizzie and I 
will watch, Kazoo pictures as they 
come, good or bad. 

If a hundred thousand has been 
misspent on a poor Kazoo, it doesn’t 
put the company out of business, for 
people will pay to watch it just the 
same, because it’s a Kazoo—and hope 
that the next Kazoo will be as good 
as that first one they saw last win- 
ter. 

How the Kazoo-sign has worked, 
up to the present time, is an inter- 
esting thing. But it takes space to 
tell about it—and that means an- 
other page, another week. 

(Next week: Movie Trade-Marks to 
Date.) 


Too Early for Him 
“You say your husband has disap- 


peared?” 

“Yes! Yes! I cannot locate him 
any place!” 

“Well, a man answering his de- 


scription boarded an early train this 
morning, and—” 
“Boarded an early train, you say?” 
“Yes, ma’am.” 
“Then it was not my husband.” 


Tempus Barberus 
Flora—Time seems to hang heavi- 
ly on Dorothy’s hands. She never 
knows just what to do with herself. 
Dora—That’s the worst of having 
naturally curly hair. 


Knocking the Circle Out of 


By BENJAMIN DE CASSERES 


From the Bull Mich to Monte Carlo 


oe HEN in doubt pull Monte 
\ Carlo on ’em,” once said a 
writer of “best sellers.” 
If you waste your time reading books 
—when you could be hanging around 
a shimmified tea-parlor—you will no- 
tice that all the best writers take 
their characters over to Monte Carlo 
at about Chapter IX. 

Here Clara, the kid of the family, 
is allowed to lay down a ten-spot on 
the red and Willie the Wasteful is 
allowed to suckle a bottle of Bur- 
gundy before going to bed. 

Well, here we are again—piloted 
by Mrs. Belloc Lowndes in her book, 
“The Lonely House” (Doran & Com- 
pany). Monte Carlo at Chapter IX, 
sure enough, as I hunched some way 
back. 

After a delicious fish lunch, which 
included some bowillabaisse a la Bill 
Thackeray, the party started for the 
Aquarium to bet on a bluefish race 
around a tank. The gang had gone 
blasé on roulette and spin-the-spear 
up at the old Casino. Beppo cleaned 
up the dough at the tank. 

After this they strolled out on one 
of the porticoes and laid a few bets 
on the number of stars that would 
glimmer before sundown. 

While counting the stars Willie the 
Wasteful com. sui. from a tall cliff. 

(To be continued in the movies.) 


Bohemia vs. the Long Green 


WHILE England is trying to have 

her debts cancelled Leonard 
Merrick starts out to hound Ameri- 
can multi-millionaires to death. What 
will the harvest be? 

Old man Lynch in “The House of 
Lynch” (E. P. Dutton & Co.) was a 
celebrated coin-collector. He has a 
daughter who has (yes) brain-storms 
about artists. One of them glims 
along; but he looks on the old man’s 
coins as being tainted—he is an hon- 
est Englishman, stands for the self- 
determination of small artists and 
the integrity of Turkish bonds. 

Now, pipe the conflict—Art against 
the Lure of the Filthy. Personally, 
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Zero 


I love the Filthy Stuff; but I also love 
Art. So I know that this struggle 
which Mr. Merrick depicts as only 
he can is a 100-proof conflict. 

The House of Lynch has got on the 
Hero’s nerves. The immaculate Brit- 
ish aristocracy, patrons of the arts 
and the Derby, are in back of him. 
The Nine Muses are on top of him. 
And starvation is in front of him. 
The Light Brigade were only Boy 
Scouts in comparison. 

What would you have done? Don’t 
answer before reading the book. And 
the Girl? Between Bohemia and the 
Long Green—how did she choose? 
Read, and be wise, you poor fish of a 
plutocrat. 


What's on the (Persian) Carpet? 


\ THILE talking about my travels— 

let me ask you have you ever 
lived in Persia? It’s a handball coun- 
try. One week the Bolsheviki rule it; 
then the English take a hack at it; 
then France arrests the Khan; then 
Japan marches a small army up to 
its Battery and gets the keys to the 
rich rice fields; then Turkey won’t 
play unless they all get off—and so 
it goes. 

On page 67 of “From Persian Up- 
lands” (F. Hale; E. P. Dutton & 
Co.) the plot thickens. The Siberian 
bloodhounds have reached the Golden 
Gate of the Khan, or Shah, or what- 
ever they’ve got there at this writing. 

The plot gets thicker because the 
opium-smokers are all smoking at 
once, and the City Hall is hidden 
from the view of Mr. Hale and a few 
of Our Boys, who hope to find a 
hoocherie after the long trek from 
Rushville, Indiana. 

This fascinating book shows you 
Persia inside and out. Not a Main 
Street is missed. 


Implication 
Mrs. Meek (impressively) — At 
least 107,061,921 years have been 


required, anthropologists declare, to 
make woman. 

Mr. Meek (absently )—To make her 
what? 



































West Baden Springs 


A beautiful 


estate in the most pic- 
turesque part of Indiana, a wonder- 
ful hotel of unusual charm, a diversity 
of sports and entertainment, music, 
dancing, and delightful social life. 


Mineral Waters of Merit 
Baths Well-Directed and Equipped 


Send jor B Riel 
THE WEST BADEN SPRINGS COMPANY 
West Baden Indiana 
On Monon © Southern RR's 
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Hair vs. Efficiency 
(Continued from page 11.) 


knocking out her employer’s dignity 
in the first round. 
The man who plasters his hair 


usually has a mirror somewhere in 





direct juxtaposition to his desk. A 
20th century girl’s first impulse is to 
assist him, being adept in the art, but 
fear lest he will mistake her altru- 
ism for coquetry, or vampirity, re- 
serv- 


strains her from offering her 
ices. 
takes. 


Men do make just such mis- 
And now we come to the mat- 


meticulously with ointments, 
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Drawn by C. W. KaAiiLes. 


“WHERE’S THE TOMATO PATCH I HAD PLANTED RIGHT THERE?” 
“JIMMY’S GOT IT ON HIS PANTS.” 
33 


ter of bobbed hair, the interesting 
point from which we started. 
Is it outside the realm of proba- 


bility that with man’s attention so 
long riveted upon woman’s nether 


extremities—she has sought to divert 
masculine eye-strain by this ultra 
modern “‘barberity”? 

Some men, musicians, artists et al, 
have long bobbed their hair as a badge 
cf genius. It is too bad to make com- 
monplace their eccentricity. Still, 
man has been playing the goat with 
hair ever since Esau’s brother se- 
cured a false blessing from his daddy 
by a hirsute trick. Perhaps woman 
has never quite forgiven him that act 
of deception and so, if she chooses to 
bob her crowning glory—why, what 
is mere man that she is mindful of 
him? 

Of Course Not 
“See America First,’ 
reference to wom- 


No, George, 
does not have any 
en’s fashions. 





Cuticura Soap 


IS IDEAL 


For the Hands 


Soap, Ointment,Talcum,25c.everywhere. Eereomples 
address: Cutieura Laboratories,Dept. 7, Malden, Mas 
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SEXUAL 
KNOWLEDGE— 


ILLUSTRATED 
By WINFIELD SCOTT HALL, M.D., Ph.D. 
SEX FACTS MADt PLAIN 
What every young man and 
Every young woman should know 
What every young husband and 
wa a otto te 
hat every parent s! 
Postpaid Cloth binding af pages—many illustrations 
Table of cuntents, and commendattns, 


on request. 
AMERICAN PUB. COMPANY, 909 Winsten Bidz, Phila 


















Learn to Dance 3‘ 


CAN TEACH YOU Fox-Trot, One-Step, Two-Step, 

Waite and newest ‘up-to the-minute’’ society dances 

in a few hours--at home--in private by the wonderful 

Peak System of Mail Instruction 

MARKASLE NEW METHOD. Easy. -fascinating. 

Pertiet no other me it. No epagie--a0 partner 

da tay t successfully. 

OMOLETE CCURSE Of: TRIAL. Write me today 

FRad Information and Low Surprise Offer. 
WILLIAM CHANDLER PEAK, M. 8. 
4737 Broadway Chicago, mM, 
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Pup—Gee! THIS IS A 
SCRATCH MY NOSE! 


GREAT PLACE TO 


First at Last 

Hobbs came late to business morn- 
ings till his German employer threat- 
ened to discharge him. Then he was 
so punctual that his boss, wishing to 
compliment him, said: “Villiam, I 
notice you are early of late.” 

Hobbs nodded and smiled, and his 
employer continued: “You were pe- 
hind pefore. But now you are de 
fairst at last.” 





If you don’t read Film Fun you don’t 
get all the movie news 


The September issue now be- 
ing sold by your newsdealer 


See the pictures of Coming Star 

Read what the Present Stars are doing. 

See how they d t on the other side of the world. 
You get everything in Film Fun for 20 


At your nearest newsdealer, NOW 














4 SS CLIPPING BUREAt 
ROMEIKE’S We oil es rd you all newspaper clit 
pings which may appear abou ou, your friends or any sul je 

t late livery newspaper 





on which vou may wa p-to 
or periodical of importar he United States and Europe is 
se rched Terms $7.50 for 100 clippings. 


HENRY ROMEIKE 


106-110 Seventh Avenue New York 





Fragrance 
By ANICE PAGE COOPER 


M EMORIES of kings, fat cabbages 
In rows beyond the sand- 
white, rutted road. 

Tall, seed-heavy grasses dust their 


plumes 
Against the church’s mottled walls, 
a toad 
Blinks on the steps that haughty 
governors 


For his Britannic Majesty have | 


trod 
On Sundays when they rode through 
briery woods 
To keep their weekly three hour 
tryst with God. 
Blue headed bricks, age crumbled, 
flank the two 


Squat arches of the watchers’ win- | 


dows set 
Above the door. 
once 
Peered through the glass to where 
the forest met 
The clearing, scanned each shifting 
shadow form 
For savages, nor nodded once nor 
napped 


Two trusty laymen 


| When sermons waxed too long and 


planters’ wives 
Smoothed down their billowy silken 
hoops or tapped 
Their restive offspring. 
crickets make 
Responses and the crested orioles 
Carol the chants. White clustered 
lace-weeds dress 
The altar. In their crumbling dust 
the moles 
passages, 
these pews. 


Now the 


Dig who worshivped in 





| Drawn by T. 8S. Tovusey. 


Tue “SuNDAY DRIVER”—AS HE APPEARS TO REGULAR USERS OF THE HIGHWAY. 
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|“STAMMERING | 


oe Ifs Guse and Gire » 


quickly cured if you stammer. end 10 
cents,coin or stamps,for 288 page cloth bound book on 
Stammerinz and Stuttering. It tells how . cured my- 
self after Stammering and Stuttering ‘or 20 years 


yy BENAMIN N BOGUE, 3208 Bogue Building, 1147 W. Ill. St.Indlanapolis 5 


this ad and mail it to us, with your name and 
} Le money); and we will send you our FAMOUS 
KARNAK RAZOR by octave mes, popeee, senmey = 
the razor for 30 days FREE; then if you like it, pay 
$1.85. If you don’tlike it return it. SEND NO MONEY. 


MORE COMPANY, Dept. 495, St. Louis, Mo. 




















And yet a fragrance of them like 


a breath 
Of incense lingers where they 
prayed. So I 


Should like to think that some day 
after death 
When all that’s flesh of me is 
wrapped in gloom 
Of mouldering cabbages, my memory 
lives 
Fragrant as crushed wild honey 
suckle bloom. 


Shoot 

John and George, small sons of a 
Baptist minister, after listening to 
one of their father’s doctrinal ser- 
mons, in which he set forth that 
baptism by immersion is essential to 
soul salvation, decided they must 
baptize their family of cats. 

The kittens made no objection, and 
one by one were soused in the big 
tub of water, but when it came to 
the mother-cat, she at once rebelled 
and fought and scratched until at 
last in desperation, John remarked: 

“Just sprinkle her, George, and let 
her go to Hell.” 
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Men of Affairs 


Are your capital needs fully satisfied? 


Do you realize that adequate supplies of loanable 
funds can be accumulated only through the funda- 
mental process of SAVING? 


As Niagara’s enormous power consists of little 
drops of water—so will individual savings in the ag- 
gregate produce literally billions of dollars of new 
capital for pressing Governmental and industrial needs! 


Treasury Savings Securities 


in denominations of 25c to $1000 are an admirable 
investment for small savings. 





Form a Government Savings Association in your 
plant. It will help your employees and will indirectly 
help supply the funds urgently required for business 
enterprise. Our Special Folder “BILLIONS OF 
NEW CAPITAL?” and Treasury’s Industrial Savings 


Plan explains how. Free to employers. 





GOVERNMENT LOAN ORGANIZATION 
Second Federal Reserve District 
120 Broadway, New York City 
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Something New and Better! 





ISCOVERED and perfected ina period 

of many years of practical use by a 
sea captain who served in the U. S. Navy 
and later on palatial private yachts, 
equipped with the finest and most elabor- 
ate of fittings. 


It was his need for something that would 

clean, polish with a permanent, damp-proof 
low that brought Afterglow Satin Finish 
olish into life. 

He produced the polish that lasts in spite 

of the ever-present dampness of sea air. 


It was the one thing for his task, since it re- 
moved finger marks from the white wood- 
work, brightened up the brass fittings, 
polished the mahogany panellings and 
furniture. 


It did all this and did it well. 
Afterglow Satin Finish Polish has suspended 


Lterglow 


Tahal 


POLISH 








in its composition a number of qualities— 
all perfectly balanced, each performing a 
certain function. 


It cleans, “feeds” and preserves any paint- 
ed surface. 


It puts new life into the finest furniture or 
cabinetwork, bringing out the beauty of 
the grain, leaving a glowing, lasting finish. 
Absolutely harmless, 4fterglow Satin Finish 
Polish removes ink, dirt, finger marks, as 
well as the blue streaks caused by dampness. 
It cleans and polishes white woodwork, 


pianos, victrolas—all fine woodwork; por- 
celain, brass or nickel, mirrors, windows, 


windshields. 


Afterglow leaves a finish that is lasting and 
permanent. 


Try it and you will use no other. 


AT YOUR DEALER 


Prices 3 oz. bottle........ 25c 


MAGNESIUM PRODUCTS 


27 Thames Street : 


a A IT EE RI 


8 oz. bottle or can.. 60c¢ 


16 oz. bottle or can. .$1.00 


CoO., INC. 
New York City 
































